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Fathers Of Bodom 


Author's Notes: 
Part of me is a little worried about the entire Chewing-Gum-In-Hair idea being throughly unoriginal but.here it 
is: The Fic Explaining Why Henkka Cut His Hair. 


Its official. 
He hates Jaska Praatikainen. 


In fact, he's going to murder him while he sleeps, once he finally manages to get over the fact that he's bald, 


that is. 


He gets it, he's seen The Lion King, he understands how proud Jas must be that he combined part of his gene 
code and made a Thing. 


He has a dog at home, and it kills him to say goodbye to him every time he goes on tour but who in their 
right fucking minds brings their daughters onto a bus with a bunch of big, burly, stinky, alcoholic metalheads? 


Thing One already almost mistook beer for apple juice, and Thing Two was running around pointing and 
screaming "UNCLE" at each band member, fluorescent pink chewing gum sticking over the stubs of her baby 
teeth. 


He gulped nervously when she finally came to him, her eyes lit up with a glee that only children can process, 


raising her little finger and shouting "UNCLE HENKKA" 
Henkka wondered how much sugar Jaska must be feeding her. 


She instantly crawled over onto the bench, hugging his arm like a teddy bear as she peered over to his book 
on Bill Nye Explains: Space and The Universe 


Henkka hoped that the subject would have deterred her, but unfortunately, it turns out that the litle girl was 


fanatical over Star Wars and now he had the title as her honorary favourite uncle. 

Shit. 

It didn't go so badly at first (does it ever?), she mostly kept mistaking moons for Death Stars and talking 
about how when she grows up she was going to marry Han Solo (he omitted telling her that Han Solo dies in 
the newest movie) 

"Honey.Han Solo is a fictional character" he said gently instead. 


She burst into a fit of giggles, like he was the child. "You're so funny Uncle Henkka!" 


All he wanted to do was scream at Jaska to control his spawn but he was too busy talking to his wife about 
plans for when he got back. 


He didn't realize it had happened until she was squealing out "oh no! Oh nol!" And frantically pawing his hair. 
It suddenly occurred to him the the right side of his head was a tad bit heavier then the left. 

Fearing the worst he looked down and saw a spread out wad of Hubba Bubba dangling from his hair. 

Oh no was right. 


Not even waiting for his reaction, Jaska's daughter got up and ran to her mother, wailing something about hair 


and certain death meanwhile Henkka just sat there in a state of pure shock and terror. 


He scampered into the bathroom and after eighteen different types of liquids ranging from peanut butter to 
cough syrup the verdict was reached, Henkka had to part with his hair. 


He lay on the floor for half an hour afterwards, in a sea of his own dead hair with defeated tears in his eyes. 


Looking at himself in the mirror, crew cut and all and he thought that if he had been a tad bit older a decade 


ago he could've auditioned for Office Space, but one thing was for certain: somewhere in Heaven, Jesus was 


crying. 


[ end ] 


